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Forbidden: Naughty Boss

Rebecca Lee


Introduction

 

Star's life is turned totally upside down. The man she had in love was badly injured by her teen lover. Now she doesn't know where to turn.  This is my favorite book in the series. It's the best third book I've written. I hope you love it.

 

Rebecca

 

Reminder: get Twenty Free Books (and counting) by joining my Reader's Club. It's FREE to Join! Click HERE 

 

[image: ]


 

Reminder: you can get Twenty Free Books (and counting) by joining my Reader's Club. It's FREE to Join! CLICK HERE! 


Chapter 1

 

My life was perfect.  

 

My path forward was secure.

 

That was a big deal to me.

 

I was a few weeks short of my 22nd birthday and I loved my life. 

 

I really really did. I knew I loved it because it seemed like everyone around me wanted what I had.  

 

My fiance Matt was the quarterback at our local Junior College team. He was a couple inches over six foot with a slender, chiseled and solid 220 lb. body. And he had thick brown hair with hazel eyes. He was one of those guys that looked cute or hot either cleaned up wearing a suit, or if hadn't shaved in three days.

 

He was tasty. And I knew he could have any woman he wanted.

 

He had this look in his eyes like he knew he was hot. They gazed off sort of spacey. They always oozed fun and mischief. 

 

Beside being gorgeous, he was kind. Not syrupy nice, but nice enough. He came from a family that owned a big medical supply sales company. His plan when he finished Junior College was to go right into management of the family business.

 

As his wife to be, our future was set and secure. My friends, if they even had boyfriends, didn't have one like Matt.

 

He was the biggest reason why I felt great about life. I returned home to him every night. He put his hands on me and made love to me often.  I remember at first thinking it was a dream. There were all these other women. Taller, blonder, and more American, but he chose me.

 

I felt like I was walking a tightrope and could fall off at any moment because he was so hot. 

 

It was late April in Northern San Diego County. I think it was Monday. It was the middle of final exams, but I just had one left later in the week. 

 

I was at my parents place, where I grew up. It  was located in a town quite  few miles inland in the hills. From their small backyard on high ground on a clear day you could see the Pacific Ocean in the far off distance.

 

I loved my mom dearly. Her name was Deb. It was an Americanized shortened nickname of a foreign name that I had a hard time saying.  My dad met her and married her while he was in the Navy in the Philippines. She was a poor girl with lots of brothers and sisters. I know it wasn't long after they met that they got engaged and got married. One month Deb Faustino was carrying well water hundreds of yards in buckets for her family so they could drink and bathe. The next month she is living in a middle- class area of beautiful San Diego, California, USA.

 

I picked up on the moral of that story: I learned the importance of security and living solid life with plenty of money. I am sure she loved my dad, but every once in a while she'd look so lonely sitting in the back yard under this big lemon tree we had. She stared  west with a sadness in her face.  Towards her home thousands of miles away out in the ocean.

 

She never said a negative word. But then again she didn't have to.

 

 I remember that day and how it all started. 

*

It was splendid and sun kissed. But I couldn't get comfortable laying out in the sun in my parent's backyard. 

 

I knew my mom was the only who would be around and she never cared how I dressed. I wore the smallest two-piece I had in my closet. Our yard was on the highest ground so even though there was no privacy fence, the neighbors on either side couldn't creep me. To the west just beyond the backyard was nothing but brown brush hills with wild animals and pretty flowers dotting the land. I don't know why, but it never go developed. Usually every inch of land gets built up in So Cal. 

 

Whatever. I wasn't big into doing any investigating or asking questions about land development in San Diego County. 

 

My life was about doing what I loved. I had Twitter, Facebook and my favorite of  favorites: Instagram. I used all of them for  posting pictures and random thoughts. I did it all day, everyday. 

 

I lifted my head up and felt around for the sunglasses I had perched in my slightly wet hair. 

 

I missed and knocked them off my right ear and onto the concrete.

 

“Damn it.”

 

I ran my hand along the concrete and knocked over my spray bottle full of mineral water.

 

I needed cooling but more than that I needed comments and likes on the selfie I posted on Instagram a few minutes ago. It was of my dark little legs and feet with the rolling hills and ocean far off in the background.

 

“Huh.”

 

My stomache churned a little from nerves as I looked at my new I Phone. Ten minutes, only one like and no comments. 

 

“What the hell?” I mumbled. 

 

Yeah sure. I knew it was Monday and people were at work, but that never mattered before. Weekdays during work hours were  always my prime time.   Those lonely guys ogling me in swimsuits or mirror selfies. They loved all those pictures. 

 

I loved knowing I could flirt with them and get their attention when I wanted.

 

Ding.

 

A notification on my phone. Yes!

 

When I got the notice, I was spraying myself down, fighting the heat of the sun on my body.  I wasn't sweating too much until I found out I wasn't getting my likes and comments. Then I got nervous.

 

I snapped my phone from under my bikini bottom and glued my eyes like I was opening my first gift on Christmas morning as a five-year-old.

 

“Looking Good Girly”

 

It was my best friend Liz. I thanked her but my teeth ground in frustration.

 

I couldn't believe it. I hopped off my lounger and approached  the sliding glass window in front of the family room.

 

I sized myself up, looking for cellulite. 

 

The worry about why I wasn't getting online attention,  was sending me into a mental fog. 

 

While I put my hands into my upper thighs and hips for the tenth time, two cars drove up and two car doors slammed shut at just about the same time. It brought me back to the moment.

 

I guessed that one was mom. I was hoping the other wasn't dad.

 

My self-evaluation session in the glass door complete, I retreated quickly back to the lounger for a tanning session on my belly.

 

“Starling! It's momma!” 

 

Crackling noises of paper bags, turned my thoughts toward snagging some free food later.

 

Just then I heard a loud slam next door at the Murdoch's. 

 

“Fuck you! You crazy fucking whore!”

 

I propped myself up on my elbows and looked right.   

 

Mr. Murdoch was struggling up the walkway toward the street with  a huge box with all kinds of stuff falling out of it. 

 

He looked like a guy moving out, which fit with his screaming. I knew it was his wife he was calling a whore.  Mrs. Murdoch had never worked, so she was likely home.

 

There was a slow whizzing noise followed by a loud almost violent snap. It was the porch screen door.

 

“Starling. We shouldn't be concerned with witnessing the sadness in the lives of others. If you don't care to help, you shouldn't care to snoop.”

 

Her face conveyed more disapproval than anger. But she never did much ordering me around. Especially not since I left the house. 

 

“You're right Momma. What did you bring me?”

 

Instead of laughing at my attempt at humor, her face again became serious.

 

“Oh. oh. I have seen that look before.  Like I am back dating Noah.”

 

“We need to talk. Your father. He is concerned.”

 

“Concerned?”

 

I shifted my body back and forth on my lounger. I was  finishing my tanning cycle on my tummy no matter what. It was super important my back and legs looked the same on both sides.

 

She paused, turned to the porch table, and  pulled out a chair. The grinding of the metal legs on the concrete made me wince.

 

It was odd and it made me nervous. Mom was hyper type. She was always on her feet. She lived life in short quick statements. Going quiet and sitting down for a serious talk was dad's way, not hers.

 

I got up, but before I could get my own chair, she placed her little index finger on my bare hip. I looked down for a moment and it rolled out of her.

 

“It's about the wedding. There's been a change of plans. I know from listening to your father, you don't have any choice but to go along.”

 

I felt something I hadn't felt since I knew I needed to dump Noah.  I felt part of my world dying. 

 

*

 

“Girl, you need to get over it!” 

 

My friend Liz was always the positive one. I always wondered if it was always an act the way she never seemed down or nervous.  I never asked because I didn't want her thinking she had something I didn't have. Things were perfect with me and that's how I wanted everyone seeing it.

 

I was so distracted at work that night. Liz knew it and was trying to give me a pep talk.

 

To start with, I forgot my selfie post before going in that night. I normally got tons of likes and comments from people, especially guys. The uniform was short shorts, flip flops, and a size-too-tight t- shirt which I rolled up above my belly button.

 

“Coeds” was the northwestern San Diego County local  answer to the mother of all sexy young waitress joints: “Hooters”. 

 

I figured we were growing. We were always busy. Even on that average Monday night in late April with nothing but the Padres, Angels, and Dodgers on TV.  

 

I was hustling five packed tables.  But even that frenzy of drink orders coupled with flirtatious talking and touching, couldn't take my mind away from my latest problem.  Thank heaven for Liz being one of my coworkers. We'd share gossip for five or ten second bits at the bar while getting drinks or picking up orders from the kitchen.

 

“If I had the chance to go to Europe for three months for almost no money, I'd be super excited.” She bubbled.

 

We were leaning against the bar waiting for our tray of drafts. An older skinny guy who  always looked like he was falling over when he walked,  struggled by and smacked Liz on the butt on his way to the door.

 

“You sure have some loyal customers,” I said smirking.

 

I was fighting back laughter. It felt good being worry-free for a moment.

 

“He's so cute. I don't mind. He's harmless. He's a great tipper and he only comes in when I am working.”

 

“You say that every time. I have to hand it to you. If one of these guys tried to touch me, I'd slap them but it wouldn't be playful. I have my man and he's a big guy. No one touches his woman.”

 

Liz ignored me when I brought up Matt. She just smiled. I never realized how annoying that was. I was so full of myself  and constantly telling the world how great it all was.

 

“I don't know. What gives my parents the right? They promised. Now they are putting conditions on it. I get great grades. I cheer lead. I am nice to people. I work and make my own money. I am going to be a teacher. My boyfriend is religious, handsome, and rich.”

 

Liz looked at me. She squinted her eyes and pursed her lips. Her eyelids lifted again and again and her head popped up, then up, then up. Then up some more. She was telling me someone was behind me.

 

Kelly. 

 

Shit.

 

“I can take your drinks over for you Star. It looks like you are busy. It sure sounds like you are way too  busy for this doing your job thing,” Kelly said sarcastically.

 

I didn't turn around. I closed my eyes for a three count and dropped my head. I hoped it might make her go away.

 

“I got it Kelly thanks. Tend to your tables. They look like they could use some actual service.”

 

I heard her confident laugh and it made me even more pissed. She circled around the front of Liz and I and pulled a trey of tall draft beers from the side of the bar ledge.

 

“I think I'll go meet that one over there. Says he's a movie production assistant.”

 

When she said it, she gestured with her hand back over my shoulder. 

 

Without a moment's hesitation I leaned against the bar and looked left.  

 

Oh no.

 

I turned my head, again  facing Liz and Kelly. Liz knew, but like a good friend, she said nothing.

 

If Kelly found out, I'd never live it down. 

 

Plus as much as I had long despised the bitch, Kelly was smoking beautiful. Acorn and  blonde hair, over five-and-a-half feet  tall with athletic legs, and some enhanced but well done D-cups. She was California girl next door meets model glam.  Christie Brinkley in her hey day.

 

Of course she knew it and she liked  flaunting it.

 

“Well good. Now maybe can do better than being a cheesy ball girl at minor league baseball games over in Temecula. This could be your career launcher.” I shot back.

 

I was shaking inside but holding it together. My eyes kept shifting away from Kelly, who thankfully wasn't looking at me. Instead she was sizing up her prey.

 

The prey was Noah. My ex-boyfriend. My first of a lot of firsts. 

 

It had been over year since I last saw him. He looked way different. 

 

In the glace before I turned away, I could tell he'd changed. As if the day couldn't get any more rotten, he looked way better then when we were together.

 

He'd cut his hair, but it wasn't business cut short either. It had style and edge. He had on a sport coat and denims with some leather boots. He also looked bigger and more masculine than I remembered. He still had that assured smile and those perfect white teeth. Those always surprised me because he was a rebel kid from a poorer background.

 

Suddenly I smelled his scent over the french fry and chicken wing grease.  I knew he would always be in my soul, but I always had the upper hand. I was always the girl from the better family who had options. He was the rock and roll dreamer with the reckless approach to life. 

 

I had grown up and outgrown him. Matt, school, and the ideal Southern California life in the safe suburbs were all mapped out  and in a lock box. It was all guaranteed.

 

I wondered if he knew I was there working? He didn't look my way.

 

I  felt beaten  and outgunned by the Kelly's model beauty and his apparent success.  

 

Kelly bounced away with  her drinks heading straight for Noah's table. Meanwhile my orders were backing up fast. I was frozen. Paralyzed with indecision.

 

Liz saw the look of disbelief and self-doubt that hung across my face. Almost like I wore giant goofy hat on that said “kick me while I am down” and I could't muster the energy to remove the hat.

 

For someone who had it all together, I sure felt like a colossal failure.

 

I knew my feelings still lingered for Noah. I knew it the moment I turned and saw him.

 

Without thinking, I jumped back into the fray of my work. I immediately butchered two orders of drinks by taking both trays to the wrong table. I was still in a total fog.

 

I walked away from the second table and went back to the drink station by the bar.  Thankfully no managers were in the area and I could hide out. Double thankfully, Noah's back was turned to me. 

 

I was still smelling him and it was getting worse. I started to sweat. I looked down at my light denim  cut-offs, certain I was perspiring through them.

 

I also tingled all over. To top it off, my heart was beating rapidly.

 

“When's the last time?”

 

“Huh?”

 

I turned to Liz who had come behind me. Adding to my fright, I only half-recognized her voice.

 

“Oh. About two years. Since we broke up.”

 

“You mean, you broke up with him.”  

 

Liz sounded serious. More serious than I could remember.

 

“Star, I am your friend. We'll always be friends. Can I be blunt?”

 

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I didn't know if I had it in me to listen to much more. I just really wanted to run out the door. I didn't give a damn if they terminated me.

 

“I guess. Can you be gentle?”

 

“No. I have to be honest. You have a huge blindspot going on about things,” she said, sounding concerned.

 

“Things? What things?”

 

“You don't seem happy. I mean, not nearly as happy as you should be considering everything you have in your favor.”

 

My feelings turned from borderline panic attack to defensively depressed. It felt like everyone was seeking revenge. My parents, Kelly, Noah, and then Liz.

 

She'd never said anything negative or critical to me in our many years of friendship. She wasn't into serious topics when there were clothes, smart phones, boys, and more clothes to talk about.

 

“I think I am happy.”

 

I pushed it out, but with doubt oozing from my voice. It was so meek and so wimpy sounding that if it would have tried arguing my position, I would have folded right away.

 

“You get to go to Europe and don't have to pay a dime for it and you worry about being away from Matt. I don't think you love Matt. I think you love that hunk sitting over in Kelly's section. The guy you dumped. You remember why you did that?” 

 

I did. But it hurt like hell facing it.

 

It hurt far worse when Kelly came bouncing by with Noah's business card in her hand.

 

She was twirling it in her fingers, and smiling. Obviously taunting me.

 

Oh God.

 

“Noah said hi by the way. You can call him. Just use my phone. His private number is programmed. Too bad, so sad it didn't work out Star. He seems like quite the catch. And a Hollywood producer.”

 

I felt my temperature rise.  I was so out-of-control mad, I cried when I spoke. 

 

“I think he's full of shit and I think you're a whore. How about that?”

 

I was really loud. A string of seven guys all hunched over the bar turned their eyes from the Angels' game  and looked directly at me.

 

Dark forces consumed me. Like if I hadn't finish my tirade, I wouldn't have felt right. 

 

I doubled down in our emotional blackjack game of who could behave like a crazier, snottier bitch.

 

“Here. Go have a drink with your producer.”

 

Off a waiting order tray, I took a bottle of Heinekan in my left and a bottle of Killian's in my right and tipped them over Kelly's perfect hair.

 

Before I could get the bottles back on the tray and make my next move, Liz stepped between us. 

 

Amazingly, Kelly, even though she was a good five inches taller than me, didn't give any indication she was interested in fighting back. She didn't even act mad.

 

She probably knew she had won our long-running feud. 

 

I lost my job ten minutes later.

 

But not before I embarrassed myself in front of my first  true love. 

 

He was the guy I dumped because I finally bought my parent's line. They convinced me I was better than him and he was taking me nowhere but hardship.

 

But he had hit the  big time.  And I was working at a restaurant where the object as a server was exposing enough of my butt cheeks through my ridiculous short shorts.

 

That day, I began losing my grip. I didn't feel like I had any control anymore

 

One by one all the things I held important we're crumbling at my feet.  

 

My parents we're forcing me to leave Matt and our wedding preparation for two whole months. All so I could save a few bucks on my tuition. My social media following was acting like I didn't matter anymore. I lost my job that got me even more attention from guys. I loved that attention as much as the money.

 

Nothing made sense anymore. 

 

Partying in Spain for a couple months began looking more appetizing. I still didn't know the particulars of the trip. But mom said I had no choice if I wanted that fantastic wedding I had dreamed up.

 

I still had to tell Matt. We had never been apart since we started going out three days after I ended it with Noah. 

 

Actually it was more than going out. I slept with Matt right away. I had him lined up as Noah's replacement even earlier. 

 

Noah never knew what hit him. 

 

But things had come full circle. Now I felt like the victim

 

As I turned right out of  the employee break room for the last time as a “Coed”, I glanced left for a brief moment. I couldn't not look.

 

Noah was rubbing Kelly's back. It was soaking wet with beer. They were both laughing. 

 

One last kick in the face.

 

Why me? I was following the rules and Noah was living by the seat of his pants. He had only his unfocused passion and wild dreams sustaining him. 

 

Some guys have all the luck. And it looked like the same luck was visiting that bitch Kelly.

 

Oh well. I was confident they would crash eventually. I was hoping for it.

 

I still had one idea where I could skip the Spain trip and still get the wedding I wanted. 

 

It had to work. I felt like I was losing control of my life and  I hated it.


Chapter 2

 

 

I couldn't disagree with Matt. 

 

Plus it made him look more  sexy in my eyes when he would disagree with me. Normally he was always so nice.

 

What attracted me in the first place was his general hotness. If I didn't grab for him and hold on tight, the next girl would have. 

 

He was too much of a hunk to pass up. 

 

Noah had hurt me for the last time. He always had to be the rebel. He always did things his way. 

 

He didn't do college. Said it was a waste of time. He didn't care if I was pleased or not. But the way Noah touched me. Oh my. 

 

Having Noah inside me was like being thrown into another universe where everything was perfection and bliss. The ultimate escape.

 

I hoped Matt would get there. Eventually. He had everything else going for him. When I'd see him naked it always turned me on. He had that ripped torso and those powerful legs.  

 

Still, even after two years, the fireworks weren't there. 

 

But he was improving.

 

Too bad It wasn't good enough that morning. I had Noah on the brain and apparently still inside all the pleasure points of  my body. 

 

Matt had these really annoying habits where he made us feel guilty about having sex. He would never go down on me or play with me. He wouldn't let me take him orally. He wouldn't touch me in the backside.

 

If I made an issue of wanting any of that, he moped around. I quit saying anything a few months into the relationship because I never wanted him feeling insecure.  

 

I attended church with him, but I had a hard time getting into it. My folks never pushed religion on me.

 

So I laid there thinking of another man while Matt was in the bathroom getting ready for class.  I was on top of the bed with my short legs scrunched up into my chest checking my messages. There was just one. It was from Liz.

 

I expected an apology for her brutal assessment of my life. But she didn't offer one.

 

“He is in the bathroom. My god his BODY. His hair is all messed up and he looks so hot.”

 

“LOL. See. You got it good girly. Matt loves you. Any woman would kill to be you.”

 

“I know. We went at it this morning. I see he is more into it in the morning. He looks so amazing. He picks me up and tosses me around a little now.”

 

“Want some advice?”

 

I looked up because it was impossible to ignore. His giant member was bouncing proudly back and forth with each step. It was hanging down from the perfect eight pack and V shape of his torso. 

 

I bit my lip but didn't stare. It wasn't like him to just take me without planning. I always had to  things up. 

 

Despite how hot he looked and how much I wanted him, I knew nothing was going to happen. It made me feel empty. 

 

Matt was no Noah between the sheets. I knew it, but I hated thinking about it. All the sudden, after everything that happened at work the previous night, Matt's failings as a lover mattered.  

 

My body cried out for it. Even though we had already done it once that morning. Noah and I would have stayed in bed all morning, blowing off everything we needed to do out in the real world.

 

Matt snapped on some boxer briefs while I played around on my phone.

 

I wondered if it was me? Was I gaining weight? Was  I too short for him? Was I too foreign looking and not “All-American” enough?

 

I sighed as he popped out of the walk-in closet fully dressed. He approached the left side of the bed and sat beside me. I felt my sex tingle and moisten.

 

He wanted a quick roll with me?

 

I put the phone down on the bed and started my shy act. My heart began to beat quickly. I had never tried it on Matt. But it always made Noah really aggressive.

 

“I gotta go babe.”

 

Matt bent over and kissed me on the cheek.  

 

It felt like a peck a couple married for fifty years might share.

 

He smiled and I faked one back at him.

 

He exited our bedroom so fast I felt like an afterthought. I grabbed my phone and started back up with Liz.

 

“Sorry. Matt.” 

 

“So did you?”

 

“No. He was late. He would have though.”

 

That was a total lie.

 

“Aweeeeee Sorry.”

 

“Tonight for sure. I am going to get waxed. Now  that I have nothing going at night, I can take my time during the day. Ha, ha.” 

 

“OMG. Noah came by to me at a table on his way out the door last night. He said hi. I told him you were engaged.”

 

“And?”

 

I briefly caught my breath. There was no denying what I was hoping to hear.

 

“He seemed happy for you. I would tell you if he was pouting or p'oed. I think he's moved on.”

 

I wasn't going to admit to Liz that him not caring made me sad.  He had moved on and I knew I hadn't.

 

But I also knew there was no choice. All signs we're that the trip was happening. But maybe getting away would help me get over Noah finally and completely. 

 

Liz knew when I paused texting it was her cue to take over and start it up again.

 

“Did you have the talk with Matt. Spain?”

 

“Yeah. He was fine with it. It pissed me off when I brought up that we could do a small wedding and just have his folks pay for it. He didn't go for it.”

 

“So he thinks you should do what your parents want?”

 

“He always does. He is that way with his parents. He has to be Mr. Popular. Noah would have told them to fuck off.”

 

“Noah is old news. My advice: Move on. You are so caught in the “what if” game girl.”

 

“I think you telling me about your talk with him really helped. He was a loser. How was I ever going to predict he'd be a success?”

 

“Why does it matter? Matt is a hottie and he loves you. He'll have all the money you'll ever need. Now he's cool with the trip.”

 

“Fuck my parents. He thinks I need to honor  them and let them pay for the wedding. So I have to go. I want the whole thing to be perfect.”

 

“It's going to be awesome. I am so excited.”

 

“Thanks. I don't know why my parents insist. I won't need to work. Mr. Tolner will happily pay for everything. But my dad is such a stubborn prick.”

 

“Do you think he is uncomfortable because the Tolner's are loaded?”

 

“Who knows? I guess I'll do the trip. Matt is loyal as hell. I don't think he has enough game to go get a girl as hot as me. LOL. He still fumbles around and I have to tell him to calm down when he goes for my bra hinge. Plus it's only for two or three months.”

 

 

“SMH. Send me lots of pictures from Europe!”

 

“Well I still have a few days. We'll hook up. Fuck that job anyways. I am heading over to the parental's today. It's looking like a tanning love fest today. Even nicer than yesterday. They'll be chill because I am on board with the trip. Maybe me leaving will even bring out Matt's inner beast.”

 

“Star. Those are his beliefs. Those are who he is. But he's worth the wait.”

 

“I hope so. Gotta run. You working today?”

 

“No. I have to go into the city. Internship interview.”

 

“Good luck. Tanning tomorrow and then nails?”

 

“In. Bye girly. Be chill around the parentals.”

 

It was a lot of empty talk. In my heart I wasn't done with Noah. I jumped on Facebook. 

 

“Yes!”  I exclaimed.

 

That was more yelling than I did doing it with Matt that morning. 

 

The Spain trip was still eating at me. No Havasu week for me and my gals. No Midwest trip visiting Matt's football body playing for Ohio State.  I hated that my plans we're not mine. I had done what was asked of me all the way along and it always got me what I wanted.

 

Trolling Noah's profile took my mind off it.

 

“From Star Camillo, to James Cromwell, Hollywood Agent. In mere moments and a few keystrokes,” I muttered to myself.

 

Within a couple more minutes, it was James Cromwell, new Facebook friend to Noah Walton.

 

 I could feel my heart beat furiously as I started dissecting his time line. I didn't want to keep looking, but I was drawn to it.

 

“In a Relationship with Kelly Langston.”

 

I flopped over on my stomach. After a few minutes of crying, I slowly regained normal breathing through all the tears. A witness would have seen a frustrated little girl who had been hurt by the world so deeply, that all hope was lost. 

 

It  was more total meltdown than a little temper tantrum.

 

I knew I couldn't be in California anymore. At least for awhile. Europe was happening and I was going to move up the departure date. 

 

My heart was broken. All I could do was run from everything as quickly as possible.

 

*

A couple more hours of crying left me flushed of tears. I got myself together and made my way over to my parent's place.

 

The day was already warm, perfectly still. There was a cloudless blue sky. I put on my favorite Dolce Gabbana's not just for protection from the sun, but to hide my red eyes from momma.

 

Crying always brought her attention to the details of my life. There was no way in hell I was letting her know it was about Noah.  Never.

 

They hated him. Especially my dad. Daddy didn't like anyone that didn't play by the rules. He loved the idea of Matt right away. I loved the idea of daddy loving what I was doing.

 

That's why  the trip threw me off. I always played by the rules but my dad was changing the deal in mid-stream.   Erika went to UCLA and  film school. Daddy paid for all of it because she was the perfect girl. 

 

I did the same as her. But with the most important event in my life, he was putting his foot down.

 

But a part of me hoped he would be at the house when I arrived. I was playing along with what he wanted. Plus things were solid with Matt. I wanted daddy's approval for obeying the rules.

 

Still I felt weak about my life. I felt so used. 

 

But as I pulled into the driveway, I felt spoiled. I mean I had everything I wanted. It's not like daddy was an abuser. 

 

He just always wanted what was best for me and it was working. I had a hot future husband waiting for me, after I had a fun three months in Barcelona. It was known as the Spanish paradise on the Mediterranean. 

 

I did have it good.

 

“Snap out of it Star. Snap out of it.” I repeated again and again.

 

I was there for sun, some talk with my mom about going earlier than Sunday, and for some needed approval from daddy. I needed to get my mind right and be happy with my life.

 

I grabbed my day bag with my bottled waters, spray bottle, and accelerator. It didn't look like anyone was home. Just the way I always liked it when I first arrived for tanning. 

 

That way I avoided  listening to my mom lecture me about sun damage before I hit the lounger.

 

But I wasn't really alone. 

 

Alaiyah Murdoch, the hippie queen of drugs, was staring at me. I stared back as I exited my car.  

 

I bet I hadn't said ten words to her in ten years.

 

“Star, could you help me? I forgot my key.”

 

“Help you? Why don't you call your mom or dad?”

 

“I can't.”

 

“Why?”

 

“They are fighting and miserable.”

 

“So?”

 

I didn't hide my lack of concern for her problem. She was cutting into my sun time. 

 

She was always a worthless slacker druggie anyways. Not my kind of person. After all, she had great parents, but she did nothing but blow off life. 

 

“Are you busy or something?” She asked.

 

She started looking at me closer. I could see her face making contortions like she was wondering why I acted like I was in a hurry. I was wearing a pair of shorts and some sandals. My bikini top was visible under my loose  fitting tank top. It was  my staple outfit for late eventing drunken cruises on our girl's Lake Havasu trip.

 

I was clearly dressed for leisure. She rightly wondered why I couldn't give her two minutes of my time.

 

I wish I had my sun glasses on because it would have hid my eyes.  I don't know why, but I was struggling keeping eye contact.

 

She was still leaning casually on the iron fence that separated our two properties.  She waited with eery patience for my answer.

 

I didn't, so she broke the quiet.

 

“Does it ever get old? Caring only about yourself and your wishes. Deep down I mean?”

 

“Excuse me? Who are you to talk?  Do you even go to school? You have been arrested a couple times at least. I mean that we all know of. You have put your nice parents through hell.”

 

I was coming from a mean and hurtful place, but she had struck a nerve. I didn't like how it felt being that mean. It was a more private version of my blow-up at “Coeds” where I doused Noah's new girlfriend with a couple beers.

 

I didn't normally lose my cool, but I'd done it around a half dozen times in twenty four hours. I  definitely didn't like how it felt. 

 

Still I wasn't ready for anyone's wisdom, much less a do nothing stoner.  

 

The Murdoch's only daughter was about my height, but with thinner everything and a pixie model face obscured by wild dread locks going every which way. The dreadlocks looked unclean. 

 

She was never without an ankle length flower child 60's dress or t-shirt with some reference to pot smoking. I couldn't deny she was beautiful in her own way. Unlike most girls I knew, she didn't agonize over tanning, clothes, or how tight her abs looked.  She surely wasn't someone who cared about things like having the perfect wedding. 

 

Rather than say anything at the height of my anger, I turned away in a huff, making my way to the front door.

 

“There's a lot you don't know Star. About my situation and also about life. I meant you no harm here. If  I hurt you I am sorry.”

 

She was yelling in my direction as I reached the front door

 

“I hope you find your heart over there!”

 

“How in the hell did she know? My heart? Gimme a break. Hippie,” I said as I raided the fridge looking for a cold drink.

 

*

“I'll talk to your father but I think he'll like the idea. You get there earlier and get going with something he wants you to do. Especially when I tell him you aren't working anymore.  You know his “idle mind is a devil's workshop” saying,” Momma said with fatigue in her voice.

 

“Just don't tell him why I lost my job, whatever you do,” I requested.

 

“I still don't understand why you would do that Star? I worry this behavior will make it hard for you to find a real job.”

 

I listened  and acted like she had a point. But the idea of my tease to please work as a “Coed” being a factor in finding a teaching job, never concerned me. Plus Matt was already making big money working for his dad's company. He would be making even more when school ended.

 

Teaching was something I was going to do as a time killer until I started having babies.  It was a job I knew would please daddy. I eagerly anticipated motherhood so I could have free time  and not be forced to work.

 

Whenever I got bent out of shape about things like the incident at “Coeds” or being forced overseas by my parents, I thought back to the end game. I was going to have a  low-stress, comfortable lifestyle with a gorgeous and kind man.

 

“She called me a whore. We had it in for each other and I just snapped. I regret it.” I explained.

 

“It's a great opportunity Star. People back in my homeland never get to leave their little island. I mean their whole lives and never stray more than a hundred kilometers from home. They long to see the world and they appreciate it if they get the chance.”

 

Momma was so cute when she'd fall back into simple Filipina village girl mode. I always told her I was excited about visiting her family some day. It made her happy.  Truth was I dreaded the idea. No running water, dirt everywhere, and eating weird things like snakes and rice. I knew that once I got going as an adult with a marriage and everything, she wouldn't expect me to make the trip.

 

She had always been a pretty woman. Barely five feet tall, she looked more Spanish than Asian and had the whitest straightest teeth I had ever seen. They played off her caramel skin perfectly. She was striking even as time and weight forced her more into one-piece bathing suits for our tanning sessions.

 

“That weirdo next door, the Murdoch girl, came over bothering me about helping her get into her house.” 

 

“Really?”

 

Momma was a little too into what I had just said.

 

“Did you help her?” She asked.

 

“It's not my house. What could I have done?”

 

Momma was fidgeting. She did this when a topic made her nervous. She'd get up, and act busy. She always had a high energy nervousness and never seemed relaxed. I don't think she ever slept more than four hours in a night.

 

“You should have tried to help. They are having hard times Star. You saw it yesterday. Mrs. Murdoch has a divorce lawyer and everything.”  

 

Momma was sitting on the end of the chair.  When she finished talking, she slumped over for a few seconds. I didn't know why she was taking the Murdoch's marital trouble so hard. She was a caring person, but it was odd behavior for her.

 

She shot up out of the chair. A couple minutes later I heard the front door open on the other side of the house. Then I heard the quick pounding of mom's feet into the pavement. 

 

I knew she went next door to the Murdoch's.

 

As I basked lazily in the sun, I convinced myself I would have helped the girl if she hadn't  insulted me.

 

As it was, I was bolting town in less than two days and I needed an even tan. I plopped over on my back and sprayed my dark olive skin with some accelerator and then some water.

 

My plan for leaving for Spain and getting back as quickly as possible was in motion. Matt seemed plenty in love with me that morning when we first woke up. Daddy and momma were pleased. And  maybe getting extra credits and cutting some time off school was a good thing.

 

I wanted babies inside three years. At that point, no one would have said a word if I just chilled as a hot housewife.

 

I was back playing by the rules and it felt right again. 

 

I didn't even care about Noah anymore. But I was still thinking about him.


Chapter 3

 

It was a long exhausting plane flight. We had a quick touchdown in Dallas, then straight through to Barcelona.  

 

The best part of the whole Spain thing for my parents was they only paid for the plane ticket. Everything else was covered by the school or me. They seemed a little too happy about me leaving.

 

After leaving Texas, and being in the air a couple hours, I was puking my guts out over the Atlantic Ocean. There was air turbulence and lots of it.  

 

When the plane touched down in Spain, I was ragged out. It was early morning there and I knew I looked like hell.

 

I pulled a baseball hat out of my carry-on and scrunched it down tight on my head pulling the bill over my eyes.

 

My first goal was  hooking up with my contact at the University, a Mr. LaPrienta. He was in charge of the program for overseas study. 

 

I never read the particulars of the program on the flight because of my sickness. But I already knew it would be a breeze.

 

I had a room waiting for me near the main University campus in the oldest most beautiful part of the city. It wasn't going to be anything grand, but I could walk to my classes. I'd also be around other students from the States. I was only required to knock out two classes each week for about seventy five days. I would have been home in San Diego with Matt by the middle of July. 

 

Then the wedding was  full steam ahead for October. When I booked the plane ticket for Spain booked, five minutes later I heard momma on the phone booking the venue. On the ocean up in Orange County. On top of a sea cliff. Daddy was going to do the event up right.

 

It was all falling together perfectly. Matt was finishing with community college in late June. With no more football, his school days were over. 

 

We even talked about traveling to  the Midwest for a week to visit his college football buddy before their fall practices started. The last half of the summer was going to make up for inconvenience of the trip

 

After that, Matt was planning to work  in his dad's business doing sales to start out. Right away, he was going to make six figures, plus a car and full benefits.

 

What a catch my man was.  I pinched myself wondering why he was with me and not some other girl. Among all the women in the world he chose me.

*

I came up with a  new way of seeing things while I sat in a coffee shop across the street from the inner city main campus of the University. Every time Noah entered my mind, I immediately shifted t to thinking of all the great things I loved about Matt. The more I did it, the better I felt. 

 

I wasn't interested in much more than just getting home. I wasn't on any cultural sight seeing tour and making friends didn't enter into my mind.

 

At that point, I was too whipped tired to even post pictures online.

 

Plus if there were  pictures to post, they were going to be of me. No way that was happening. Not at with my puffy red eyes and drawn-out post-puking face. To top it off, I probably hadn't slept an hour straight since I left San Diego.

 

Still I couldn't tell Barcelona was a beautiful place. I had peered out the window when the plane landed. It sat right on the coast and had brownish and tan Mediterranean architecture everywhere. It  looked really packed together, but clean.

 

But I still wanted to leave. California is also beautiful. And the biggest thing was in California I had all my stuff like my nail place, my parent's place, Liz, and of course Matt.

 

Sitting there nursing a cappuccino, stuck in my own world, two events involving two seemingly very different people were about to change everything for me.

 

 

 

 

*

 

As the gorgeous dark-skinned man turned toward me from the counter with his coffee in his hand, I glanced down. I hoped he didn't notice how nervous I was. 

 

He had thick dark hair cut close and he was clean shaven. I thought he had to be some sort of model.

 

 As he walked away and found a seat on a high overlooking the skinny city street, I day dreamed for a few seconds. In the dream he pulled his shirt up over his head revealing a “v” shaped torso and abs that would have put Matt to shame. 

 

In my dream, it was late in the day. I was cutting up vegetables and slicing bread in our penthouse in the city. He came home and immediately became my European fantasy. He had a stubble pushing through his masculine rigid jawline. He whispered to me in Spanish. 

 

I was moist and ready the second I saw his tanned upper body emerge from his pull-over sweater. He placed me on the center island of the kitchen and licked every inch of my excited body.

 

As I sat there  stealing glances at him, I wasn't embarrassed that I was thinking like that about a total stranger. I told myself it was innocent fantasy and nothing more.

 

When he turned to me, I fought to hold eye contact.  But actually he was scanning the room. Like I wasn't anything he was interested in.

 

He had on Portugese leather shoes and some wool blend socks which I recognized from one of my visits to a boutique for the filthy rich in Beverly Hills. 

 

He was pure style.

 

The fantasy wasn't dying but getting stronger. I would have given anything for him to approach me. 

 

To help that along, I pushed my legs out from under the table a few inches and crossed them. It made my calf muscles look toned for his viewing enjoyment.

 

Finally I caught his eye during his wandering gaze around the room.

 

He smiled and never turned his eyes from mine until I finally looked down. Facing my waist, I smiled by forcing my lips together.

 

I had never felt that much raw carnal attraction when first meeting a man.

 

II had been missing the anticipation of the touch and wild desires of a man. 

 

My logical mind was losing the battle to my desires. I had left myself and my life somewhere back in California. All the chess matches with my parents and struggles holding onto Matt seemed a million miles away.

 

I was so distracted by the fantasy, I didn't notice him make the few feet walk to my table.

 

“Hola.”

 

His bold move abruptly awoke me from my dream. I felt an irrational urgency to say just the right thing so I could keep him interested 

 

Without realizing what I was doing, I quickly jumped to my feet. His right hand was extended, but I focused on his left. There was no ring.

 

He wasn't nearly as tall as I thought when he first walked in. Matt had him by a good three inches. But he was wider and thicker than Matt. He had a perfect athletic male body. 

 

He didn't smile and that made me even more excited.

 

“Hola. Me llame Star.” 

 

It was all I remembered from a Spanish class I took in high school.

 

“Italiano?”

 

“American.”

 

I made no attempt at an the language or any accent. I knew I was over my head. 

 

“Alone?”

 

His English wasn't great but it was a lot better than my Spanish.

 

As wrong as it was, I was so taken with his dashing looks and his indifference to pleasing me, I would have gone with him anywhere. He only needed to ask.

 

“You look Italian. But you look even a little Asian.”

 

I steadied my feet but I was pacing up and down slightly. My open toed mid-heels were clicking a little with each lift and drop. 

 

I hoped he didn't notice.

 

I didn't answer him and instead just smiled.

 

I saw his eyes dart past mine to the right like he saw something more interesting. I felt desperate to regain his attention.

 

“Alex. Alex LaPrienta.”

 

“Starling Camillo.”

 

“Ah. That's Italiano.”

 

He finally smiled. When he said it, he playfully kissed his thumb and forefinger before raising his hand in the air.

 

I laughed. It was funny but not as funny as I made it seem. I laughed a lot harder than if some old drip at “Coeds” had said the same thing.

 

Alex wasn't trying. He just was. I was feeling his energy and I was longing for him to feel me back.

 

“You looked like you needed help? You looked tired and lonely.”

 

“That's all you saw? I am disappointed.” I responded.

 

“That's all I saw. But if I am wrong?”

 

“I am new to Barcelona. In town to study for the summer. I don't know anyone. Maybe you can help me?”

 

I shivered as his right hand floated from his side and landed gently on my shoulder. He began rubbing my bare upper arm above my elbow. I felt my breasts swell and nipples harden.

 

I hoped he was feeling as excited as I was.

 

As turned on as I was by Alex, after he touched me I felt more relaxed. He was in charge. The early signals and cues had been exchanged. 

 

If he asked for what I hoped he wanted, he would have gotten it. 

 

“How much time do you have Star Camillo? Because I have forty five minutes.”

 

Right at the moment when I was sure he would make make it plain he wanted me everything changed.

 

I saw something out of the corner of my eye through the main window. On the sidewalk outside the cafe,  walked the most angelic and naturally beautiful woman I had ever seen. I knew she was special the moment I saw her.

 

*

I turned my head toward her, but before I studied her  further, she disappeared from sight.

 

He might have been a messenger on bicycle. I had seen them all over Barcelona on the bus into the city center from the airport. But I hadn't seen one riding a sidewalk. The sidewalks were so congested it  would have been too dangerous. 

 

The woman had four small kids with her, but only three of them backed quickly to the window of the cafe. They stared at the crumpled mess on the sidewalk. 

 

The bicycle disappeared from view up the sidewalk. I could tell in the frenzy of people there had been a collision.

 

I jumped to the door immediately, but Alex didn't move. When I glanced back  where he had been suggesting our afternoon hook up, it was apparent he had no interest in the events going on outside.

 

My thought was how callous and uncaring he was. He may not have seen the collision because his back was turned from the front of the cafe. But he surely saw the mass of people and the dark haired woman with the wavy hair bent over frantically trying to get help.

 

After that, I was out of the mood for flirting

 

I was the first person out the door.

 

“Maam, is she ok? The little girl?”

 

I looked down over the woman's shoulder. I was relieved. There was no blood and the little girl was awake.

 

The child's face jumped out at me when I looked at her. She had the features of  Down's Syndrome. 

 

The woman was wearing a yellow and red flowery dress and a black head band that pulled  her hair up off her forehead and back from her face.  She was a beauty like I'd never seen in person.

 

“You are so kind,” she said.

 

She looked up at me. She made  sure I was appreciated. 

 

I smiled when I saw the little girl  was smiling.  The woman rubbed the girl's tummy with her knuckles.

 

I fell into a squatting position next to her. When got closer, I felt something when I looked into the woman's eyes. It felt like I was next to a pure and giving soul. An angel.

 

 I am not sure how I knew. I just felt it.

 

I noticed something else. How the little girl was looking at the woman, was how I looked at my mom as  a little girl.  Back in those days before my friends and the internet became the center of my free time and life.

 

The woman had the softest features. She had little nose and a perfect smile except for one bottom front tooth slightly out of line. She wasn't perfect looking. But she stood out even in a throng of over a dozen people gathered there.

 

I don't know what got into me entering the middle of a group. I was always shy about large groups. 

 

I felt a connection to the situation and the woman. 

 

I started rubbing on the little girl's tummy. Then the woman and I took turns.

 

“I am Star. What is your name young lady?” I said to the little girl.

 

I didn't expect an answer. She was from Spain and I didn't know if she could talk right because of her disability.

 

“Belinda.” 

 

She smiled impossibly wide and then giggled.

 

I glanced at the woman but her eyes were fixed on her little girl. She smiled and began to nod her head knowingly. Like she knew Belinda had caught me by surprise.

 

“I am Allejandra. Allie to my friends. And I want you to be one of them.”

 

She had a deep Spanish accent in her English, but it was still easy to understand. She sounded like Penelope Cruz or Selma Hayak when they talk.

 

Instead of shaking her hand I patted her dress over the area where I figured her knee was.

 

“Good to meet you. I am Star. She will be ok.”

 

“Oh yes. I always worry. She's such a precious child. There are medical issues that are possible with all of them. Different from us. I worry about all of them. There are four of them. Come children. Belinda is ok. Let's go visit your uncle.”

 

I took it as my signal that our new friendship wasn't getting personal. It bothered me because it felt like our brief experience was different from my usual detached way of dealing with strangers back home.

 

Everything about meeting Alex and  then Allie was so different. I started  feeling Europe was different. Maybe I needed an escape from my planned-out existence back home? I considered the possibility as we shared our good-byes.

 

“I hope to see you again soon young Star. You are more beautiful than the stars and  the moon above. This I can tell.”

 

I don't know why, but I always struggled taking a meeting to the next step with total strangers. There was  a part of me that didn't know how to build new relationships. There was bigger
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